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for me lessons in drawing in return for his board.
He was a constitutional reformer, a radical as radi-
calism was then possible, had become an atheist
with Eobert Dale Owen, indignant at the treatment
accorded him by destiny, and was aufond an honest
and philanthropic man. He taught me the simplest
rudiments of portrait and landscape in water-color,
and of perspective, of which he was master, and, as
he failed to find a field for his phonographic mission,
I got up a small class in drawing for him, and after
our dozen lessons he went his way to new regions
and I never heard from him again. What he taught
me I soon lost, except the perspective.

A little later, and while at wort in my father's
shop, there came in for a piece of ironwork our
local artist, a man of curious artistic faculties, a
shoemaker by trade, who had taught himself paint-
ing and had made himself a certain position as the
portrait painter of the region. He desired to make
for himself a lay-figure, and for the articulations had
conceived a new form of universal joint, which he
desired my father to put into shape. My father
refused the job, as out of the line of his work, and I
volunteered to take it, stipulating for some instruc-
tion in painting in return. The joint did not answer
when worked out, but the friendship between Sex-
ton and myself lasted through his life, and a truer
example of the artistic nature never came under my
study. All that he knew of painting he got from
books, save for an annual visit to the exhibition
of the American Academy at New York, but histhatantic attachment.ours. I
